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sharp rocks. I lost a good deal of blood, and it has made me
very weak,'
*O poor gentleman! My mother, who lives with us, will
soon cure you.'
This archer's pretty wife had very little professional
acumen. Hunting in a silk coat and white silk stockings!
How her husband must have laughed at her afterwards;
but I am sure God rewarded her innocent kindness.
Her mother dressed my wounds most tenderly, lecturing
me on f oolhardiness the while she washed and bandaged me.
She gave me a good supper, and probably undressed me like
a child, for I fell asleep to wake next morning in bed, rested
in body and mind, rny wounds almost healed. I had slept
for twelve hours.
I dressed myself quickly, went downstairs, out of the
house, and across the yard, without taking any notice of two
men who were standing there, and who were very likely
policemen. I walked straight ahead of me, and soon left the
village behind. My heart was full of gratitude to the kindly,
hospitable women who had fed and tended me. I only re-
gretted that I was unable to thank them for their goodness.
I walked for five hours till I came to a church, the bell of
which was ringing. It was All Souls Day, and the villagers
were flocking in to Mass. I joined the number, being in the
reckless frame of mind when a man will follow his lightest
whim. Coming out of church I met Mark Anthony
Grimani, nephew of my guardian, the state inquisitor.
What are you doing here, Casanova, and where is your
companion?'
CI gave him all the money I had, and he has taken an-
other road. If your Excellency would give me a little help I
could easily manage now/
*I can give you nothing, but you will find hermits along
the road who will not let you starve; but tell me how you
escaped from "The Leads"?'
'My story would no doubt interest you, but it is long, and

